"The City."

By this time they were past the entrance to the garden
which surrounded the theatre. Theodora saw that the
entrance was beset by groups eagerly peering down the

street.

"There they are," Macedonia said. "The men are
there to mob me, the women are there to mob Perdiccas.
A little farther, then we'll bolt for the secret door. Our
watch-dog George will be there to let me in. Come on,
now; we can see from here. Yes, there is George; we'll
cross here then and bolt in."

Theodora saw across the streets a mass of outbuild-
ings attached to the theatre. She saw a small crowd of
men there near a small door guarded by two men in blue
and silver. The two women moved swiftly across the
street to this door, the two big guards made way for
them among the waiting crowd who spoke like wor-
shippers beseeching. They called her "Queen" and
"Star"; they begged for relics, a withered flower, an old
glove. She moved swiftly through them, with a few
swift words. "Thank you. Thank you. You are too
charming. But I've no relic left; not a leaf, not a petal."
Some of them begged her to take notes and packages.
"Give them to George," she said. "Take them, George."
The door opened for them and as swiftly shut behind
them. Macedonia took Theodora's arm in the half dark-
ness of the cool passage. In a minute she was in a beauti-
ful room, facing north, cool, quiet, filled with flowers,
' and one corner heaped with baskets of fruit, boxes of
sweetmeats, lengths of silk and other tributes from
adorers.

"Now here I have my heart's wish," Macedonia said,
"the thing I've longed for for years." She flung her arms
round Theodora's neck and kissed her, saying: "Thank
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